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To reconcile myself to him Is more,
Than to regain all I possessed before.
Empire and life are now not worth a prayer,
His love, alone, deserves my dying care.

Aur. Fighting for you, my death will glorious be.

Ind. Seek to preserve yourself, and live for me,

Arim. Lose then no further time.
Heaven has inspired me with a sudden thought,
Whence your unhoped for safety may be wrought
Though with the hazard of my blood 'tis bought.
But since my life can ne'er be fortunate,
Tis so much sorrow well redeemed from fate.
You, madam, must retire
(Your beauty is its own security),
And leave the conduct of the rest to me.
Glory will crown my life, if I succeed ;
If not, she may afford to love me dead.                [Astiff

Aur. My father's kind, and, madam, you forgive;
Were Heaven so pleased, I now could wish to live.
And I shall live.

With glory and with love, at once, I burn :
I feel the inspiring heat, and absent god return.

\Exeunt

